Divine light severed 


light separates brain tissue makes connections remember life, human is an 
interpretive, we fall from grace, life forever, paradise is here, golden age, labor 


// retinal Ul engaged - please attach neurotranslator and connect circulatory 
system to terminal 


Are we connected? 


// :+:Biontechim central ganglion B92LV :+: host assimilated, communication 
enervated || Acetylecholine, Neropinephrine, Epinephrine levels abnormal 


Alright... My name is Irma Ueno. | am working as a sensory organ of the global 
intelligence in a small village in Mexico, coordinates are attached. The year is 
TISpCl, this nation and the southern US states are carrying out a war that is unlike 
anything the world has seen before. Blood is fuel, metal surrenders to the forces 
of life, the means of harm are autonomous and self replicating. 

Nothing about this is right. Nothing about this is good. | saw the face of God and it 
was weeping. 

In about 12 hours | will make everything right again, | will make it better. 

| hope whoever finds this recording is in a better place. | want you to understand 
What is going on here and | want you to fight any forces with tooth and nail that 
try to resurrect this cursed reality. 

This war is barely fought by humans, after the biological revolution some 
cooperations like BionTech started developing artificial creatures built for combat. 
They do not even qualify as creatures, the people call them automatons. They do 
not feel or think, their nervous systems are very simple, only capable of outputting 
a couple of different responses. 

Everyone here has been infected by a tracer virus which lets the system know the 
locations of every single fighter and civilian no matter where you are. If the system 
marks you for death they will come for you. 

They have millipede like automatons which will catch anyone out in the open, 
Humanoids for clearing buildings, so called bulldozer hermits with nigh 
impenetrable shells. Spider-like Stryders tower above any of the buildings we live 
in. Their high caliber cannons can shoot through meters of cover. 

Have you ever seen a body get hit by a 40mm flechette round? 

The worst of the automatons are the glyders. These 200 meter long birds of flesh 
circle several thousand meters above any populated area. They look similar in 
body structure to the drones that were used in the Iraq war and even possess 
smooth white skin and a grinning mouth so they can repurpose their shotdown 
relatives. They sometimes receive large wounds or gashes which reveal their gray 
flesh and leave a meter wide trail of their purple blood on the desert floor. 

These glyders carry large tungsten rods which have an integrated organism for 
projectile guidance. When these rods are dropped they reach the ground at three 


kilometers per second. They hit their target with absolute precision but it always 
ends up as a huge mess. 

Constantly we see scenes of unlucky bystanders turned into unrecognizable 
chunks of meat by the molten shrapnel. 

The gliders work slowly but constantly so it’s only a matter of time until this village 
becomes desolate. At first the civilians were almost glad about their existence, 
precise, reliable extermination of the extremist forces governing the area and 
perpetuating the war. It didn’t take long however for us to realize that these 
automatons murder indiscriminately. The officials claim the high number of 
civilian deaths comes from collateral damage. It’s my job to contradict these 
claims with footage and for some time | tried to do that. Recently though they 
have cut off our internet and cellphone connections, allegedly to fight the spread 
of propaganda. Only the verdenary grid, the network of nerves that used to 
connect the entire world to each other and to one central hyperintelligence, at 
least allows specialists like me to uphold communications to nearby areas. Week 
after week | see more and more contacts go dark and others lose their minds. 
When a glider drops a projectile you first notice it by the boom of the sound 
barrier being broken. When it gets closer it starts producing a sound that almost 
sounds like one of those sirens the Nazi dive bombers used. The nearer it comes 
to you the louder the sound gets and everytime it feels like it hasn’t ever been this 
loud. Everytime you think to yourself ,,this is it, this time it’s coming for me“ and 
often you can’t help but scream right before the projectile actually hits 
somewhere else. 

When you are in a crowd the boom often causes a mass panic. Anyone could be 
targeted so you of course want to try and get as far away from the other as you 
can. A substantial amount of casualties actually comes from stampedes. 

The glyders drop one to a dozen rods on us on the average day. It sometimes 
makes it even harder to sleep and seriously fucks with your head. Especially 
people like me whose job it is to document the atrocities suffer a lot. Sometimes 


